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The Dasl.

A Drama 1n Two Acts.
(With Two Bad Actors).

By C. B. QUINCY.
ACT 1.: *1 AM INBULT!
RINCE SAGO—That Boney! La, la;
P I snap at beem ze fingaires!

COUNT BONEY—That Sago! He
ees, how ze American say eet, one beeg
bash !

SAGO (looking at Boney with the super-
cilious smile peculiar to the high nobility )——
Bah!

BONEY (drawing himself up to hie full
§ Jeet 2 inches)—Bah! He bahs at me—
mol, the ex-husband of an heifress. Pooh, |
pock, for yours, sacred pudding of Sage!

B8AGO-—You make to me the pooh-pooh;
no, yes? .

BQNEY-—A thousang thunders! Rut .>or<'
tainly,

SAGO--Then to you the bab!

BONEY—Bah to a Boney! Holy bones,
of my ancestors. Mol, | weel, as ze¢ Amer:. !
cain say, cut loose. i

SAGO—But pevaire. |

'NEY—Ah, | am demi-Americain, noY,
! weel in 8 moment one to heem hand, !
pon? :

The Hallroom .Boys---They Do It on $13 Per —mse

The Senator from Arizona Offers Them a Cood Thing in Mining Stock.

‘\_T-\-’_-\—A—/\-]
GGEE PERC CCCANT
WE FIND SOME PLACE T0 “——ny

CAMP QUT IN? ITS B'BEASTLY ( ) THE LOBBY

CCOLD

BILOORF 15
NICE AND WARHM.
LET'S GOIN THRE
L AND SITAWHILE

OF THE

1

e

DIDYHEAR THAT? ¢
HE S A SENATOR -
LET'S GET ACQUAINTED . )

I'™M WITH /

\

| 1M SENATOR BOLIVAR FROM
ARIZONA. ANY
MAIL FOR ME”

-
O

e

At- SENATOR BOLIYAR | HA- YES,'™ ALWATS GLADT0
OF ARIZONA | BELIEVE . { MEEY ANY OF MY CONSTITUENTS
?%Pﬂggmroogﬂ EEE ™2 ROOM AND TALK OVER
U i-WE ) { QYE
WERE BORN IN YOUR “~ o L OLD TIMES
STATE - WE HAVE OFTEN 5 C \
READ YOUR BRILLIANT { SAth
SPEECHE S-YOURE DOING
GREAT WORK IN THE
SENATE FOR —~—
OUR NATIVE
STATE SIR.J

LET'S GO!N THE PALM

K

SAGO-—Holy Blug, for vou the contempt

BONEY-—Ze box game—I weel land to
bim weeth a fist punch.

SAGO fshowing fast footwork)—Bah i ]

BONEY—What would you—te make feet- |
work to the back-—quittaire. Cleench,

YOUNG MEN- COQMING FROM MY NATIVE STATE , I'M
INTERESTED IN YOU. NOW CONFIDENTIALLY SPEAKING, ;
'™ ABOUT TO PUT SoraE RlCHCr‘ﬂngEsgsxé 16|E MARKET, '| | SENATOR BOLIVAR, 0
AND ILL LET YOU IN ON THE GROUND FL ZONA ‘
ork to SHARE - WHY IN 3 MONTHS THE STOCHS—r—Saouare (of [1HET WVENT ANT SENATORS ~J THE BOTs mis
cieench, but yes o Pond WiLL BE CDELUNC] s - KR TR

SAGO (tripplng end falling)—Bah! To! |HERE COME ‘&/Yf Lsﬂ‘j/\TOR MY MONEY 1S

| ’ AT ov
you, cursed Bomey, bah! A thousand bahs! |A FRIEND OF Al §2=

pulling his hair)—Ah, the Americain box-| |CO-WHATAWAD§ 20 - -

ight. But for me fist champ, yes, nit? | [PERHAPS HE |- 4 ! o
SAGO-—Pig, dog, vulture, raven, fow}! mﬁ] BECOH : -
BONEY-—That for the ear, that for the| INIER

} Y =
BONEY (landing on prostrate Sago and | QURS. MR (_ EASY \F

{

cheek, for the nose: one, two, three, i
SAGO—[Ig-glug-goog ! |
BONEY (a8 butcher boy picks him up by

the slack of his coet)—Sacred thunder ! A

one of the canallle to hand me!

SAGO (rising slowly to his Jeet)—1 am
nsult !

ACT II.: “I BLEED FOR HONOR!"

BONEY (reading letter)—*Mecet me before
the Old Mill at 8:30 and 1 will wipe out
in blood the Insult you have done me. |
am the candy kid, old sport, and don't you
forget it —8ago.” |

A thousand lightnings and ten thousand | —v—vvvv-oroomooo- o

thunders. To the death, no? This Sago, |
be has the pluck enormous. To choose the |
weapon, eet Is up to me, non? Bat yes!
The fethaire duster, eet is safe, but war- |
like, nit. The pillow of the bed, eet I too’
bhesvy. The sword, eet hurts not enough, |
and the peestol no, no! The peesto! goes |
pouf! and tbe affair enas. |
Sago is my beast black: I weel to heem |
throw in the scare. [ select the razor of |
eafely. Eet Is Americaln. To the grouad, |
ail of quick ]’
[Borey beats it to the Old Mill) 1
SAGO-—Scared pink, eet is barbarous, this
safety razor there 1
BONEY-—The cholee to me Is; moy, 1|
cheice this safety razor there.
SAGO (teking up a safety rasor) —But |
f this Is “arbarous, this there, holy blue! !
BONEY—Je suis tres mad, no? ,
SAGO—On gunard' ;
BONEY-—A l'outrance! !
(They fence; steel clashes on steel and
the duelliata stamp and pant. )
SAGO—Mal-de-mer!
BONEY: Abh, ba! Pomme de terre!
(Shaves off part of Bago’s mustache.)
SAGO-—Touche! | bleed for bonor !
{Lies doun.)
BONEY—Get to yourself the arise!
SAGO--T'y suis, {'y reste
BONEY—Where is that Jim Jeffries then ?
3oi, champion of the world, non?

T;mmy Todd:

He Writes to His Uncle Jack.

By WEX JONES.

eer unkel jack | suppose u no 2day 1Is
Erismis | no Itt |

i gott 50 cents 2 times last Nite 1
time from mister brown & 1 Time from bil
Wiisun each Of them sed putt This peece
of missel toe over The dore of the hawl,

I went 2 putt the peeces thare butt siss
Had putt A bigg peece Thare awl redds
soe | Gott 2 50 ceats for Dooin nuthin
santy klaws Wil come down The chimbley
2day butt i Peepd inn The closet when |[it
Was open & | saw A awto itts for mee |
gess toodles woodent Waunt itt shees only |
A gerl like siss i cant see What bil wilsun
& mister browa want 2 Bee round \vf',:"
else for i

shee cant glile down The baunister|
tommy i

L . L

deer unkel jack 1 Bav 2 rite sum monr |
2nlte the hows Iss full of x sitement don
vot Forgett 2 morro is krismis. I

mister brown Hee throo bil wilsun owt !
of Thee dore thay came Att Thee saim |
time & eech lookd att the missel toe &
thenn Att eech uther & bil wilsun (siss |
calls kymn Thee heero of the Gridd fron |
at yail)l hee sez reemove yure self u pupp
whoo R u enny way A Kandy stosr clerk |

mister brown he karried bil wilsun (mr[
& droppd hymn over Thee fense & sed
runn along & by Yure self sum Pnutts.

soe mutch for Thee heero.

mister brown Then hee mett siss At thee
€ore & he catchd ller & shee sez o Whoo
cood hav putt that Thare & mister brown |
Hee was Tikkled & hee gav mee anuther
00 cents thiss iss eess.

I was thinkin A white papp Wood bee|
A uise present for A Loy tommy. i

¢ & = f

deer unkel jack | bherd Pop say heel

)5 ALLTIED UP

OR. |0¢ﬁy“’ WH

IN THE
SINKER LEAD
MINES AT
PRESENT.

WHY HOW DO MISS T
LET ME INTRODUCE

Y ARIZONA 1S A TERRITORY

P~

Oh. Isn't He

ILEIONBUCH S~ HELLO G -WHATAWAD] | COME ON MISS MILLION-] EXCUSE MEGENTLEMEN -
E YOV T0 SENATOR BOLIVAR OF ARizOw| | BUCK S LET'S GO ¢ THIS MAN 15 A FAKE MINE
FAszNA’?gqowP\“NOR Ljﬁ'SENATOR,mwu BEFORE HE TRIES ) PROMOTER . MR.SKINN YoU ARE

BOLIWAR®

,\\\{U?\JEF’.S 02%} MY FRIEND
JT/ - W, IN ON YOUR

S/

' T0 SELL ME A s—<REQUESTED TO LEAVE THIS HOUSE
\'L%\{{,/‘,:’Z‘,D GOLD BRICK. 5= { AND/\QIAY QUT. IF | CATCH 10N

o~

=
N

o SuB RRITON

the Pie-Face!
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SHOW YOU A

GooD TRiCk !

)FNE YEARS TO
LEARN HOw |

——

IT Toox Me

TO DO T !
e

® &

/“\

B

~

/\
N T

Braggo the Mon
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k Was Once

a Drummer Boy. =

E MERE, MY BOY, LET Mg SHOW You
|HOW TO RoLL THE "REVEILLE"! THERE
WASN'T A PRUMMER BOY IN THE ARMY IN
‘6l COULD ToucH ME ! YES, MY Boy, I LAwp
OVER THEM ApL!

WHEN [ RATTLED
GATHER AROUND
AND DIDN'T GEN
COME UP TO ME

YE&"ERDA\',‘.-

OFF THE "ARMY TWO-FOUR "

TOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN THE SOLDIERS

ME AND MARVEL ~YES SIR,
ERAL GRANT PERSONA LY

AND PN A MEDAL On My | |
BREAST — I LOST T ONLY DAY BERORE

¥ SON, SAYS HE, YOU'RE A WONDER, A O\
VERITABLE GENIUS IN YOUR une !
TES, MY BOY, THATS ME ! — I'M THERE
WHEN 1T COMES TO DRUMMING-, — JUST
i USTEN TO ME, EM 72— I'M THE —~— — —

SAY, You GREAT BIG IDIOT!—
TOU OVERGROWN KID!— DO You
WANT TO SCARE ENERYBODY OUT
OF THE HOUSE \A(TW THAT NOISE ?
TOU OLD BRAGGING FooL !

woodent allow Eouy moar pupps Ino l‘aeel
bows,
i think A trane thatt runns by Steewn
wood bee nise for A boy dont ? u.
toodles shee sez 2 tel u A doli that says |
papa & mommer wood Bee A fnise present |
buit that like A gerl A dolis A fool thing, |
werry krismis deer uske! jack towmy.

Identification. _

“Haven't 1 seen you before somewhere? " |

“Maybe. 1 have often been somewhere.”

“No, but haven't I, on the square?’

“Probably., | have beeu on the square.”

“But, joking aside.”

“Well, Joking aside, were you in Chicago
at the last Hepubllean couveunticn?”

e

“"Stopped at the Palmer House?¥"

“You bet.” X . i

“Well, 1 was in Europe that year.™
—~Nasbville American.

An Apology.

1008-—Who's that awful cld frump over

It Happened in

there?

1909—That, sir, is my mother.

1908 —Er—ah—obh, yes—um, Well—ahem
—you fjust ought to see mipne!—Harvard
Lampoou.

WOouULD You THANK You,
LIKE TO GO You ARE 50
KIND!

ILL MEET \

You INTHE

8ALL Room l
WHEN | PyUT
Y coﬁ%w
HAT AWAY,

Birdland.

THERE SHE 1S NOW! \
SUPPOSE THAT ALGIE |
PERSON THINKS HE ,

CAN CcutT ME/

Copyright. 1508. by American-Journal-Ezaminer.

48 Mortin—

Little Bobbie.
By WlLL;zPCI-F. KIRK.

OBBIE, sed teecher. what do yoa
B know abeout [alries & Falry Tales?

I wish you wud rite me = few, she
sed, making thewm as much up to dalt as
possibel. So this Is what | Bave rote:

FAIRY TALE number One (1)

O NCE upon Times Square thare was a

actor walking along wich had Jest
Leen let out of a blg show beekaus the
Saow bLad stopped helng blg after the th rd
(3) week. The actor was tali & graceful,
with the eyes of 3 wan of the wurid &
the long, eager fingers of a trageediun
wich tolls not neetber does be eet.

Jest then a terribul Giant caim alon
be wae as big as a house in New Ros
wich made him about 3 lite hevvywe
& he was also a newspaiper
gade him salso middel weight
Fee F! Fum, sed the Glant, I See :
Com, His Stummick Is Flat & his
is Numb!

The Actor was a bralv man, like all
tors & he wasent afrald of the
Glant, cum into this Favern, bhe

Giant & 1 wil] Bave time

g,

coe (1) dram with you befoar
€0 & find a other Gianr, be s

The Glant was also a braic
ke mosast Gi I he was

the hed, so he went wit

FAIRY TALE numbar
O\‘ E s tiese bard
2 EZraie 5 “r v

N1

oyl

'To-Day’s Best

P

wa remarkanl -
told the trewt
ce—-and | 1 3 nnt

' ; .
dopation Cassell's Jouraal

Handy Weapon.
gant to keepn eoff hold
to the o
hold-up ma

he Is of a

*“*There are
sing a cane t}
which way to
Hian can use It

revolvers

Taking No Chances.
Henry Slews, the baoker and a
a®out a certaln fnancler

“No woader the man Is so successful,”

ng

sald Mr. Clews. “He Is the most carefui
the most suspicious fellow [ ever heard of.
Iu fact, he reminds me of a Staffordshire
farmer my father used to tell of
“It was sald of this farwer (hat
ever he bought a herd of shoep
ined each sheep ciosely to make sure (hat
it had po cotton in IL."—Washington Star,

Superstitious Golfers.

The two chiel! golfing superstitions are
that twe up and five to {\.v}' never won a
mateh aad  that iL js unlpeky to win the
“Hrat bele: It 15 hard ta eay which s the

illier of the two.—London Dally Mail,

Lesser Evil,
fessor—1 waut you childrea to geo
retire to-night,
-Couldn’t yon whip us instead,
ouce, papa ?—Life,



